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You thought | didn't know- that | didn't hear you, and that | didn't understand the mistakes | have made. | 
understand. l'm only reminded of them every moment of my life, while each breath | take is killing me slowly. 
Too slow. | gotta end it now. You heard me, | don't want to fucking live anymore. lm about to pull trigger; and | 
could care less. 

On this day, | will get revenge in your guilt. 

I'm looking at you, Hetfield. 


There's no going back now. | can taste the stinging pistol against my tongue, and I'm so excited for you to 
scrape my head from the walls. Won't it be fun, guys? You can plan my funeral! 


You guys deserve everything you feel after | die. It's your fault. | hope the guilt eats you up, | hope you are 


satisfied knowing you finally fucking killed me. Good job, guys- you have the talent to make me feel like dirt. 
As | write this, my final words, | can only laugh for you guys. You'll be the ones digging me under. Hey Lars, 
isn't it funny how you would laugh at the very thought of how you guys abandoned me? Hal Really funny the 
way it's gonna be from now on, huh? Well, bye guys! Real happy to blow my head off. But, it's your guy's call. 
Its okay, though.. | want to live no more. 

Yeah, you heard me. Come on, death. 


| want you to kill me. | want you to go crazy, like you've made me. 


So, as | breathe my final breathe, there is nothing | could say on this paper that | haven't thought before, so | 


will end it now. Goodbye, cruel world, and a warm hello to the dirt that will cover me. 


